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our hotel. As there were no cocktail bars at that
time, the doors of country hotels were closed at
midnight. The knocking continued, and a man's
voice was heard to say: " Aprite aprite nel nome
di Sua Maesta la Regina Margherita." (Open, open
in the name of Her Majesty Queen Margherita.)
This was followed by excited muffled sounds and
voices, which gradually ascended the stairs and
landed at my father's door, whose room was next
to mine. I then heard my father's voice exclaiming
in anguish : " How horrible, I'll come with you at
once." I was terrified, wondering what it was all
about, when a few minutes later my father entered
looking ghastly pale, and said he was leaving for
Milan at once, as an envoy from Milan had arrived
with the terrible news of the assassination of H.M.
King Umberto, by the anarchist Bresci, at Monza.
The messenger, a cuirassier, had brought a summons
from the Queen for my father to go to her immedi-
ately. As my father descended the stairs the church
clock struck three. I remained in Massa Carrara
with Nana.
My father, with many others of the Court,
accompanied the body of his dead sovereign to its
last resting-place in Rome, the Pantheon, and then
left the Capital to rejoin me. It was during his
return journey to Massa Carrara that a horrible
train smash occurred. Owing to the overflow of
people from all parts of Italy who had gone to
Rome for the King's funeral, the railway traffic was
somewhat congested. Many extra trains were put
on, for the thousands of passengers leaving Rome.
Some mistake occurred in the signalling, and as the
train in which my father was, rounded a bend, it